My heart aches, sweet, dear, beautiful Jesus. That's
how I know I'm fond of him, because my heart aches.
I know what it is. It's suffering.

Jesus offers to take her back among the angels. To free
her from her pain. He tells her that even greater pain is
in store for her, because she loves a dying man.

Fragment of dialogue:

NURSE

I know. And the closer he is to death, the more I love
him. It's not the kind of love that they speak of between
men and women. No, no, no. It's what You understood
as love according to Your four biographers. This man
is not my husband, not rny lover, not my father, not my
brother. He's my naughty, whimsical, pigheaded, dear,
cantankerous, sweet, good, bad, only, old, adopted
child. I'm the only one that can help him. Nobody else.
And he knows it, too. That's why he loves me too. He
loves me as he's never loved anyone in his life. I know
he's condemned to death. That's just why I want to stay
here beside him. Though each minute hurts me more
than the one before. My heart burns and bleeds with
pity, dear, sweet, good, beautiful Jesus. I'm sorry for
him. I'm very, very sorry for him, dear, sweet, beautiful,
good, beaten, tortured, killed, resurrected and as-
cended, sweet, good, gracious Jesus. My heart is almost
bursting out of my body.

(She puts her hand to her heart, shuts her eyes, and

heaves a sigh)
How good that I can tell you all this!

349
When I came down here, I didn't know why I was
